IDS        THE THINGS WE ARE

" I'm waiting for a letter by special messen-
ger to Mr, Hone, from Mr. Halliday,   Keep
it for me,   I'm just going to the post office,"
"Very good, sir/' piped the boy.
Felicia first, then Boston, he decided as he
entered the post office.   There was an anxious
pause at the telephone while some one looked
for Miss Mortimer, long enough for his last,
desperate, brilliant plan to crash, to dissolve
into dust; long enough for him to recover
and ask himself amazedly why he was so
convinced that Boston's affair was terribly
urgent.   Why couldn't it wait till to-morrow ?
Steps reverberated in a remote hollow cavern
at the end of the telephone.   Why was he so
anxious to get Boston's business done ?   He
was, anyhow.

Felicia's small, cool voice touched him
like a thread of gold, almost tickled him into
a smile,

11 Is that you, Felicia ? " His relief was
audible,

" Why, what's the matter, Bett ? "

What was the matter? He began a
breathless, complicated explanation. ". . .
and I've got to find a Dog-Encyclopedia/'

" But I haven't got one/' He could not
help laughing.